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PROGRAM
I
Semplicetto! a donna credi? (Alcina) George Frideric Handel
Trust a woman? How ridiculous! Are you so blind? To her sighing 
answer: "You, perhaps, may once again deceive me.”
Fidelity
She Never Told Her Love 
Sailor’s Song
Joseph Haydn 
Joseph Haydn 
Joseph Haydn
II
Am Sonntag Morgen Johannes Brahms
I  know very well where you went Sunday morning, dressed in your best. Many 
people who saw you told me about you. As they spoke, I laughed heartily, 
and began to sing. But that night, alone in my room, I wrung my hands 
and wept.
Minnelied Johannes Brahms
The song of the birds sounds more joyful when the angel who has conquered 
my heart walks through the grove. More brightly blooms the valley, greener 
grows the grass, where my lady’s fingers gather May flowers. But without her 
everything is dead, and faded are the blossoms. O  my beloved, never leave 
me; that my heart, like this meadow, may bloom in rapture!
Feldeinsamkeit Johannes Brahms
I  lie quietly in the tall green grass and gaze upward. Crickets chirp around 
me ceaselessly; heaven’s blue is miraculously woven about me. W hite clouds 
drift through the deep blue sky like lovely silent dreams. I t  seems as though 
I  have long been dead and am drifting blissfully through the eternal spaces.
O liebliche Wangen Johannes Brahms
O lovely cheeks that enthrall me, O  sun of bliss, light of my eyes, heaven on 
earth! Come! Come, beauty of beauties, come to me or I  die!
Ill
Recitative and Aria of Prince Vladimir (Prince Igor)
(Sung in Russian) Alexander Borodin
Prince Igor and his son, Vladimir, have been captured by the Tartars and are 
held, in Act II , in honorable confinement, treated more as guests than as 
prisoners of war. Vladimir falls in love with Kontchakovna, daughter of the 
Tartar chief, and wanders out into the night to tell the stars of his love in this 
beautiful aria. Although Igor eventually escapes, Vladimir remains a  prisoner 
and, with the blessing of the T artar chief, marries the girl.
I n t e r m i s s i o n
IV
Mai Reynaldo Hahn
A  month has passed since you went away. I, alone, hide from the sun’s 
rays and close my door to spring, longing only for a branch of lilac in bloom.
For the love which fills my soul seeks your eyes in these dear flowers, and in 
their fragrance, your breath.
Paysage Reynaldo Hahn
I know a forgotten spot on the coast of Brittany where, in autumn, I  would 
take you, my darling. Oaks form a circle around a fountain; there are 
scattered hedges, and an old deserted mill. In the morning a bird would 
awaken us . . . and the murmuring sea, both day and night, would accompany 
the caresses of our love.
Stornellatrice Ottorino Respighi
W hat good is it to sing: "Flower of the birch tree: I  wish that you were the 
sun and I  a star, and that I  might be in heaven and think of nothing!”—when 
the echo answers: "nothing”?
W hat use is it to sing: "Flower of flowers: you are my love of today and of 
yesterday, my love that will never die!”—when the echo answers: "die”?
Reflessi Francesco Santoliquido
Oh, beautiful sunlight, drown me in your warm, golden rays! I envision a 
myriad of fireflies, pearls, rubies, emeralds . . .  I  am blinded. My soul 
drinks them in and my heart becomes intoxicated. Oh, beautiful sunlight!
Pour down your rays! Flood the brook, the garden pool, the morning leaves 
with a rain of gold!
V
Songs of Travel Ralph Vaughan Williams
The Vagabond
Bright Is the Ring of Words
The Roadside Fire
VI
Con amores, la mi madre. . . . Fernando Obradors
W ith thoughts of love, my mother, I fell asleep. I dreamt of what my heart 
kept hidden . . . that love treated me far better than I  deserved. The favor 
love granted me lulled me to sleep. The faithfulness I gave to that love 
soothed my pain.
Dos cantares populares Fernando Obradors
W ith the most delicate hair of your braids I would fashion a chain to draw 
you to my side. I would like to be the water jar in your little house to touch 
your mouth when you went to kiss it.
Coplas de Curro Dulce Fernando Obradors
Ah, tiny is the beloved, tiny the lover, tiny the parlor and tiny the bedroom.
For that reason I  want the bed and the mosquito net to be tiny. Ah!
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